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INTERLUDE I. 2 I» S. 
Adonie, entering frem a M. * 17 | | 
Ala FF ALL! bright Avtors! bluking maid, 2 . 
Life-giving goddeſs, hail! | Have pity an a ee gains | 
What mortal would di Us lets - { Since gde Ein have Ach d ces „ 
And loſe the rifing views 7 Ah! let not Vaous lch fer Aber, 1 
Which thy creating beams preſeat? _ Dear, charming-youth, is vain. ; 
Ol how tranſporting tis to ſee Ah! ſweet Adonis, fac. 47 5 
r 1 | | Ann. O! bounteous goddeſs! you mithlags; 
_ — the = oh raiſe their bead | The — you on wo beſtow j 
le hne before thee ! | My joy is only nthe e LY 
The = ant valliet and the meads 1 to Diana's altar bow, 
Forſake their miſty heds, "MY lr 1888. | 
How pleaſant js ranging * dad. : But love ſhall ever fy : 2 


When h in Ws Yet when the game is chac'd in view, 
i n = | Like lightning I purſue, 


What ſpirit the exerciſe ields! 4 Wich her alone, &. 

— on we hollow, 4 8 th _ Your leave, (bright goddeſs f IS 
ad fol en. —— 

The ſcent e er 31 *. I've more to ſa 

How pleaſant, rr 5 | A4. be morning's cold, 
Venus deſc Pk chair. ; Beſide, the ſport expect: me 

= foft! What — ms {1 Yen = 2 —_ Where? 
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VENUS Ax 
Pe, JT” Arr IV. N. a SN 
Swain, thy fobtith ſports give der, 
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$weeter pleaſures you'll diſcover, 
When the queen of beavty's kind. 

1. Swdn,@c + Io « * 
Ado. In vain of love you praiſe the joy 

To an unſkilful beardlefs boy | 

I've heard men talk of fighs and kiſſes, 

But'can'timaginewhere the bliſs is: 

Then I'm too young to be deceiv'd, 

And you. too fair 
Ven. Who could deceive ſuch blooming charms ? 

Or after thine, ſeek other arms ? ; 

Ae. Nor truth nor beauty touch my ſenſe, 

For I am all indifference. | 

Ariz V. 
Ceaſe your vain teazing, 
Love is unpleafing, 
No heart hall brave me, 
Mine is my owns 
Why ſhould a creature, 
Weaker by nature, 
Think to enſlave me, q 
With ſmile or frown? 
- Ceaſe, &c. . ni 
- Fen. Ah! Venus loſt! thy charms no more, 
Let flatt'ring gods pretend t' adore ; 
In vain they ſtyle me bright, and fair, 
While of a mortal I deſpair : 
No! no!- roy folly ſoon ſhall ceaſe, 
Revenge or pride ſhall give me eaſe, 

a Pd Ain VI. 

Cupid! Cupid! bend thy bow, £3 
Revenge! revenge thy mother's pain: 

Let his heart my torment know, ; 

- What tis to love, and love in vain. 

Alas! alas! it will not be! 

The more I ſtruggle to be free, 

The more I gall me with the chain, 

And but increaſe my pain. 
; 8 Hunting bornt at a diſlance. 
Aden. Hark! how the chearful horn 

Proclaims the waſting morn |! 

The jolly ſportfmen mend their pace, 

To the appointed meeting place 
Ven. Curſe on thoſe noiſy ſounds! O lay! - 
Adon. I cannot loſe the ſport, and muſt away, 
Yen. Haſt thou no ſenſe of what I bear, 

My pains nor pleaſures wilt thou ſhare ? 

Alon. Forbear | forbear thy vain embrace, 
IF thou with me wilt pleaſure ſhare, ; 

Tie up thy robes, and ringlet hair, 
And follow to the chace. 

| Ariz VII. 

How filly's the heart of a woman, 
When courted by many, to fly! 
Bot when the is follow'd by no man, 

For one ſhe will languiſh and die: 
Begviling, | 

And ſmiling, 

Now coying, 

Then toying, 

her fancy purſue 3 

Deſigning, 

Or whinings 

— She'll vex yes 
Perplex ye, 
And all that purſue her, undo- 
How filly, &c. 1 
Fen. Such ſcorn and infult can I bear, 


* 


She'll 


But hold ! from far | | 


I ſee the jealous god of war; 


Joys immortal thou ſhalt fut: +4 


"1. (The' Venus courts) | 
- {Muſt ſoatch thee from my arms, | 


Dd ADONIS. 
To melt this frozen. boy. 
Well l cold Adohis } ſince the 


Of rural ſports . iy * . 


Vet ere we part, 
{ Bid me fare wel, and eaſe my heart. 


Alx VIII. In Two Parts. | 
Aden. Farewel, Venus! welcome, pleaſure! 


1 I muſt to t - 
be believ d. 4 end nad ey anc 


Ven. Dear Adonis! O my treaſure ! 

I could here for ever ſtay. | 
Adon. When my ſporting knows no meaſure, 
| Think what joy it is to me. 

1 Yen. When thy ſporting gives thee leiſure, 
| Think Ilanguiſh here for thee. 


| | a {Exeunt ſeveralh, 
— Y CRY 
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1 SCENE, the Side of a large Weed, 


| Mars alone. 


ROM war's alarms, © 
To ſhady groves retir'd, 
Behold the god of arms, 
By ſofter charms inſpir'd, 
| Bids all imperial diſcord ceaſe, 
To tafte ſuperior joys in peace, 
| Al IX. 
Beauty now alone ſhail move him, 
Mars ſhall know no joy but love; 
4 Let the wiſer gods reprove.him, 
Tender wiſhes, 
Melting kiſſes, 
| Mutual bliſſes, 
Beauty charming, 
Love alarming, 
| Raiſe the foul to Joys above. 
Down to theſe woods deſcending, 
Venus oft beguiles the day, 
And to be follow'd, ſure, intending, 
When ſhe ſends her doves away: 
Then ſoſtly tread this pathleſs cover, 
And bleſs the hero in the lover, [ Exit, 
Adonis from another Wood, with Huntſmen. 
Adon. No more! no more! + 
Your fruitleſs toil give o'er, 
Our ſport is croſs'd : 
Was ever day fo loſt ! 
Call in the hounds, that ſtand at gaze, 
The morrow's morn may mend our chace. 
[Ereunt Huntſmes, 
Come, ſweet repoſe, thou welcome gueſt, 
Labortous pleaſures call for reſt, 
[He lays bimſelf on @ bail. 
Ain X. 
Gentle dlumbers life relieving, 
Lull my ſeuſes, unperceiving, 
Give my toils their due repoſe; 
Waſted ſpirits, every creature 
Moſt ſupply, and weary nature 
Will our drooping eye-lids cloſe. [Sis 
Venus enters, not ſeeing bim. 
Ven. This way the jolly huntſmen's hollow, 
Bids the wand'ring Venus follow : 
Let Mars the wood!ands beat in vain, 
While 1 purſue my lovely ſwain 
And ſee, ye powers! my chirmer's found 
In envy'd ſleep's embraces bound! 


Nad hour I muſt employ > PTR 


O that the circling ſeas would ever : 
This grove from all approaches ſever! 

Since tend'reſt touching may awake my boy, 
Ahl ſoftly, gently let me ſteal the joy 


[ Kiſſes bim. 
Around thee let the warbling choir 
In melting notes ſoft dreams of love inſpire. - 
| Ain XL, | 
Chirping wardlers, 
Tune your voices inſpiring, 
All the paſſion of Venus deficing; 
Let your mufick 
In dreams warm a lover, 
Whom awaking, 
U. he art muſt give over. 
But ſoft! he meves, a while reti 
Ah! catch him, Love, 
And flatt'ring Echo fan the kindling fire. 
{ She retires. 
Adon. What ſoft"ning ſounds my ſeaſes 6harm ! 
And with unuſual joys alarm. 
* [ Echo, Unuſual joys alarm. 
Adon. O tell me ! tell me, ye melodious choir, 
What gives my heart this ſoft, unknown deſite ? 
{ Echo. ] * Unknown deſire. 
Aden. What voice is that? Whois't o'erhears me? 
"Echo. 1 O! hear me! 
Aon. Some fairy ſure, or phantom near me! 
1 — Come near me ! 
Adon. I'll try, if yet again "twill anſwer. 
[ Ecbo. — Twill anſwer. 
Aden. O ſweet deluſion! to my ſenſe unfold 
thee : 
If thou art real, let my eyes behold thee, 
Vin. | Appearing. ] ——Bchold me! 
Adon. Celeftial Venus —  [Surprized. 
Ven. — O my love! 
Qnce more I come my fate to prove. 
Aden. Ah! goddeſs, you have kill'd your boy! 
It muſt be love has touch'd my heart, 
Such pain is in the joy, 
Such pleaſure in the ſmart : 
Too late I now my folly ſee, | 
Ad aſk that pity which you begg'd of me. 
Ain XII. 
Fm. What heart could now refuſe thee, 
My deareſt, only ſoul's defire ? 
My paſſion knows no meaſure : 
O! may the circling pleaſure 
But with the world expire ! 
Aden. What mean theſe fears? 
Ven. Ah! ruin'd! loſt! 
dee where the jealous Mars appears : 
Tis he! tis he! 
And this way ſeems to bend him! 
Adon, What if it be? 
Adonis never did offend him. 
Ven. Here! here, my lovely boy, 
Vaſeen, ſecure, repoſe thee, 
While from his jealous eye 
Theſe bending boughs encloſe thee. 
{Adonis lies down, while ſbe bidet bim with: 
the bang bt. 
Enter Mars to ber. 
Als XIII. 
Mart. Thus the brave from war returning, 
With the tend'reſt paſſion burning, 
Fly with joy to fold the fair: 
Not all heroes fam'd in ſtory, 
Nor their triumphs, or their glory, 
Can their joys with mine compare. 
Ven. Ah! cruel Mars! ſorbear! forbcar | 


My yielding weakagſs to egIuate: 


Exit 
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Too much of guilty love I've kon, * 
And muſt for follies paſt atone. 2 
Mars. — this cold relutance ? 


„ 
Does beauty's queen her hero fly ? IP 
Ven, In vain you aſk ; for now I muſt deny. 
rs. No more! no more 
Theſe female arts give oer: 
Some lurking god uſorps my right, 
On that, on that pretence you'rgcoy: 
Since I no more can give delight, 
1 will. my rival's bliſs deſtroy, 
Where have you hid this minion? Where ? 
Ven. Ah! don't diſturb the child | forbe [ 
*Tis poor fick Cupid juſt laid down to reft, 
And his diſorder has my mind oppreſs'd 2 
Eliſe I with joy had met my Mars, 
But how can beauty (mile in tears? 
Mars. Was that the cauſe then ? 
Ven. "Twas no more; 
For know, I till my M's adore 2 
In yonder chryſtal fountain ſtraight, 
(Where now my buſy nymphs await) 
[ firſt will bithe— then meet my love, 
Kind as his wiſhes in yon myrtle grove. 
Mars. Forgive my jealouſy, 
Ven, - Away z 
We ſoon will meet, and bleſs the day. 
Mari. Farewel, my fair. ; 
Ven. Nay, haſte, ooo 
Mars. Farewel. 
Ven. He's gone : what tongue my joy can teflÞ . 
Mars, | Apart.) So coy, and kind for flendes 


Speaks my preſence out of ſeaſon | [realan, 
Behind this cover undiſcern'd, : 
This female ſecret may be learn'd. [ He retiress 


Ven. Ariſe | Ariſe! Come forth, my love, 
Our dread ſurprize is over; 
Thy rival's ſhifted to the myrtle grove, 
Like s believing lover, | 
Why droops my boy ? Mars has not ſeen ust 


Suppreſs thy fears. 
Mars. O! conſtant Venus 
[ Bebindy 
Adon. — Ah, goddeſs! now no more thou xt fait 
Thy charms adorn'd with truth 
Might have ſubdu'd my youth, 
But falſhood never ſhall my heart enſnare, 
Ven, — 0, my love, more pity ſhe w. 
Is it a Crime in me, 


If Labandon Mars for thee ? 


Adon.— On Mars alone your vows beftawg 
Al XIV. 
On love what greater curſe can fall, 
Than loving one that can't be true 2. 
The wantan heart, that's kind to all, 
With endleſs arguith we purſue. 

Herns and Voices at a Diftance, 
[Within. ] Hark! Hark! Adonis, hark away! 
Ven. Thus, thus in love's embraces bound, 

a { Holding bime 
Ader. No, no, the boar is found, 
Nor will 1 longer ſtay. [ Geings 
Mars effering to kill Adonis. 
Mars. Hold, traitor ! take thy juſt reward! 
Fen. Ah! me l——This bolom is his guat d. 
{ Interpofings 
Aden. [| Kneeling.] Hold! hold, dizad Mart 1 
on me let all 
Your furious vengeance fall; 
I] cannot ſee 
A goddels bleed for me: 
li bload done 
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Can eure your 
— is the cauſe of k | 

* Venn! Falſe av falr! 
0 12 Adonis !———© deſpair ! | 
Alon. — 7 2 1 hare ? 

brepeat the t limes im chorus. 

Mars. It muſt, it hall be 8 
- *Twere poor, myſelf to-give the blow : F Apart. 
Adonis, hence l but range theſe woods no more, 


I'll leare ö to the boar. Ade. 
Alon. With ERP L obey thy power. 
| | [Xi Adonis. 
A. XV. 


Hors Ofadlog Joy: Hard-fated love ! 
What pangs in thee we fiad ! 
Shall never faithful paſſion prove 
Fair truth and bezuty join'd. 
Fn. O! Mars, unkind! Is this thy love ? 
Moſt this perſuade me to the grove 7 
Mart. Tis poorfick. Cupid!*'— Think on that, 
And tremble for — mia ono fate. 
Ves. —0 1 ſpare the boy, and to reſtore 
Thy peace of mind, 
16 be ſor ever kind, 
And never ſee Adonis more. 
Stub No l a6 | I'll never truſt thy power. 
Ain XVI. ' In Two Parte 
Ven, 0 believe me 
Aar: — No, no, no | 
a——Y ou'l deceive me- 
Ns — ES A noy ne! 
3 en ever Mars adore: 
Mart. I can never truft thee more. 
. Fa. . Ungratefal | 1 have-lov's thee, 
Nor haſt thou lov' in vaia. 
5 Ua faithful E have prov'd thee, 
ud now will break the chain. 
Exit Mars. 
He — hie eyes chere ſate 
A menace of Adonis” fate 
Ol gods! my fears are form's too late | 
Adonis ſupported by Huntſmen, bleeding. 
Aden. Ah! geddes, tend thy bounteous aid, 
Aud heal the wounds thy eyes have made: 
The jealous Mert, provok'd to fee 
| Fby radiant beouty ſmile on me 3 


Fm. H 


VENUS 41D A DON IS. 


| [ay tow at the furious-beaſt I ſtrur x, 


y launce in thouſand ſhivers broke t 
Diſarm'd,. 1 fell—-when lo! the boar 
With fatal tyulk my boſom tore. 

Fans =O terror to my eyes! 
— 0 . tyrant jealouſy | X 
Acdais bleeds and dies, 
{ And dies, poor youth! for me. 


Ain XVII, 
Adon.. O! aa welcome ! gentle death ! 
While thus 1 ſee 
ueen of beauty mourn for me 
th pleaſure. I reſign my breath, 


Ven, He's gon the flitting ſoul 1 
But leaves his wound with m 
Venus muſt ever mourn thee dead. 
In painful immortality, 
Why ſhines the hateful fun, 
When ſuch a piteous * is done ? 
A ſhort 
Ariſe ! black ftorm« and tempeſts, 2 l Au. 
Deep darkneſs ſhade the day! 
oud — — bellow through the ſkies, 
And forked lightning play. 
[Je thundors, lightent, and the fage is darkened, 
O! pleaſing horror! 
O ! melodious Im 
Hark! har | 
All nature rings with ſorrow, 
Poor Adonis” knell, 
* Ariz XVIII. 
every tender paſkon feel, 
- Henceforth, likes mine, the fr hell, 
And make. mankind as cars'd as-1: 
Unpity'd fighs, deceitful tears, | 
_ Feuds! falſhood ! den bier rad groundleſs fears, 
For ever mingle with the joy. 
[Venus efcends in ber 4 
Chorus of Hanf m.. 
No more let mortal heart 


| 
| 


Of hapleſs love complain, 


Since gods could never part 
The pleaſure from the pain! 
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